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Summary: At the end of the Avengers, Loki eventually redeemed himself and joined the team to learn how to be a better person. But while there, he fell in love with one Clara Wyatt. When the Dark elves attacked Asgard, however, he had to go with Thor, leaving Clara worried, not knowing when he would return. Now Loki has taken over Asgard as the King, and what's a king without a queen?





	Stone Cold

***laughs nervously* So, funny story... I know I really need to be focussing on my other fics right now but ugh this idea came to me and I freaking loved it. Normally I ship BlackFrost, but there's nothing wrong with having something different. Also, the OC (Clara) basically looks like Ellen Page. That is all. Anyway, I hope you enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Clara hated this. The way everyone looked at her like she was some sort of victim, someone to be pitied. She wasn't. Terrible things may have happened to her in her life, but she wasn't defined by them. Maybe they shaped her personality, but they weren't who she was. And she had just begun to get over it when Loki up and left.<p>

_Loki._ Now, that was a story. What was he? Human? No. Asgardian? No. A monster? Hell yes. But not all the time. Sometimes he was good. Sometimes it was worth the pain. But not now. No, there was no fixing Clara now. She couldn't go back, but neither could he. It wasn't like he wanted to, though. After everything that had happened... He was never going to be good again. Was he even good in the first place? She didn't know. She could only hope.

"Clara?" Someone's voice snapped her out of her trance and she blinked, then turned her head to look at Steve.

She was in the living room of Avengers tower, but the other Avengers (minus Thor) were looking at her like there was something extremely wrong with her (which there was).

"What?" She asked, crossing her arms.

Steve rose a brow and looked around at everyone else. "Uh... I said 'Good morning', but you kinda... Drifted off."

Clara shook her head. "Sorry. Morning," she muttered, walking towards the kitchen. She could practically feel five pairs of eyes following her.

"So, uh... This is the first time you've been out of your room for a while," Tony said, attempting a smile.

Clara shrugged. "So? Aren't I allowed to have some time to myself?"

"Of course you are, kiddo, it's just... Well, um... Ever since... Loki, you-" he was cut off as a glass suddenly went flying off of the kitchen bench and smashed into a wall.

Clara jumped and turned towards where the glass had hit on the wall, her hands gripping the edge of the bench. The glass had been next to her, but she hadn't thrown it. Well, not physically. Her powers sometimes got out of control. She slowly looked at the other Avengers, then at the ground.

"Sorry. I didn't mean to..." She trailed off, not really knowing what to say.

"That's okay, kid. I shouldn't have brought it up," Tony reassured her.

Clara nodded a little bit before walking rather quickly back to her room without another word.

Once she was out of earshot, Steve let out a sigh. "There's something wrong with her. She's been like this for months."

"And we all know whose fault it is," Clint said suddenly.

"Of course we do. But it's not like we can talk about him with her," Steve pointed out.

"I still don't understand, though. I mean, they had a pretty good relarionship. What happened? Why did Loki leave?" Tony asked.

"He went with Thor to take care of that Dark Elf thing, remember? And then... He died but turned out be alive and kind of... Took over Asgard," Steve explained, trying to remember.

"But how could he do that to Clara? I thought he loved her."

"For God's sake, you guys!" Clint spoke up again, giving them both looks. "He's the God of Lies. He _lied _to her. He lied to all of us."

"He still helped her. He was like her therapy," Tony said.

Steve nodded. "And God knows she needed it. Especially after what she's been through."

* * *

><p><em>"Can you feel that, dear Clara? The invasion of your mind?" The voice was so calm, so soft... So evil. <em>

_"Please..." She breathed, tears running down her face. _

_"Please, what, dear? Come on, speak," the hand that the voice was connected to grabbed her by the chin and held her face roughly. _

_"Stop..." Clara whimpered._

_"Can't do that, Clara. We need to see what's in that pretty little head of yours."_

_Clara let out a sob as she felt her mind being invaded again. She didn't understand. If they already had someone that was telepathic, why did they need her? What did she know? She clenched her fists, trying to take her mind off of the pain._

_She couldn't. It was too much. She felt her power begin to course through her body and suddenly, there was a burst of energy, and explosion of sorts, as she yelled out, feeling everyone around her being thrown away._

* * *

><p>"No!" She screamed as she sat up in her bed, looking around to try to figure out where she was. Her eyes were so full of tears that she could hardly see, but she saw a figure come in through the doorway.<p>

"Clara, what's wrong? What happened?" She heard the kind and worried voice of Steve.

"S-Steve, I c-can't br-breathe..." Clara tried to speak and breathe heavily at the same time, and she soon felt Steve's hands on her face.

"It's okay, Clara, no one's coming for you. Come on, deep breaths," he suggested.

Clara took his advice and slowly tried to breath and calm herself down. After a few moments, she was able to wipe away the tears at her eyes.

"You okay?" Steve asked when he thought she was ready. She simply nodded at him. "Do you wanna talk about it?"

Clara shook her head. "No, I... I just wanna go back to sleep," she told him with a sniffle.

Steve nodded and stood up from the bed, and Clara realised she hadn't seen him sit down.

"Okay, if you're sure you're alright. Goodnight," he gave her a small smile before leaving her room, despite being a bit too worried to do so.

Clara let out a sigh as she leant against the headboard of her bed, putting her face in her hands. Nightmares were nothing new to her, but that didn't make them any less scary. She was 29 years old and she was having bad dreams like some kid.

She ran a hand through her hair and grabbed her phone, which had been sitting on her desk ever since... Well, ever since Loki left. She turned it on, but got no further than the lock screen.

Her wallpaper was what stopped her from unlocking her phone. It was a photo of all of the Avengers, but what made this photo different was that Loki was there. She and him were standing at the side of the group, grinning at each other. Neither of them were especially into photos.

Clara stared at the picture for a bit longer before turning her phone off and throwing it across the room, not caring if it was cracked or broken. She couldn't handle this now. She just wanted to sleep.

But now matter how hard she tried, she couldn't. All she could think about was how when she woke up in the morning, he wouldn't be there.

He never was.

* * *

><p><strong>So, there it is! You might be a little bit confused as to why she needed therapy, why she was having nightmares e.t.c but don't worry, all will be explained eventually.<strong>


End file.
